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Summary:
In a post-Burial setting, Andrew and Ashley find their twin children falling into the same sibling-fucking path that they once did. The older Graves siblings make sure that their children can please one another just as well as they do each other.

Notes:
Dedicated to the good people (degenerates) of 4chan, written at their request, and archived here so all may access it.

Chapter 1: A Dummy's Guide to Fuggin' Your Sister
Chapter Text
Andrew should have expected this. It's not as if there weren't warning signs. Aidan and Alice were close. Too close by so-called "normal" sibling standards. Holding hands in public despite being teenagers, texting each other every hour they were separated, cancelling plans with friends just to spend time together, that kind of thing. Hell, the pair got furious when their mother forced Alice to get a different room once her period began. No, what bothered Andrew wasn't that it was happening (it's not as if he had any right to judge, much less object), just that they were this young. The pair had only turned 15 a month ago. That wasn't unheard of, but it was illegal and (more importantly) pretty fucking trashy of them. They weren't Americans, for god's sake! Hadn't he and Ashley raised them better than this? The decency to wait a few more years was the least he expected. And yet, here was his son, eating out his daughter on his and his wife's bed. With the door open.

The fucking nerve of these kids.

Mr and Mrs Graves drive off for a night out and within 20 minutes of being left home alone, their spawn starts going at it like, well, horny teenagers. Aidan was even muttering something, and though his tongue rubbing against his sister's lips made the words incoherent, the tone clearly meant it was intended to be some kind of dirty talk. Alice was even gripping the back of his head, as if trying to pull him deeper. The kids' relationship was thankfully much less disturbing than Leyley's obsession with Andy, this new one being a lot more mutual in nature, but that didn't really matter when... THIS was happening in front of him.

Andrew looked over to his other half, not knowing what reaction to expect. Ashley had quite openly teased them about their peculiar relationship for a long time, and had drunkenly rambled to her husband how it was all but inevitable. According to her intoxicated self-testimony, she had predicted this years ago, even without any demonic visions, and once again that woman seemed to have gotten her way.

What reaction did he see? The smuggest, most shit-eating "I told you so" grin he had seen in almost 16 years. Andrew was planning to interrupt this little session in a moment once he had thought of a decent way to get the sibling-lovers' attention, but Ashley was all too eager to do it first, and in typical Ashley fashion:

"ARE YOU WINNING, SON?"

Alice was first to react. Her head, once pointed towards the ceiling, spun around faster than Andrew thought physically possible. Delivering a look, not of existential dread or crushing shame (as one would expect in a so-called "normal" family), but of ordinary embarrassment, the kind that daughters give parents when they chaperone at a school prom night, or use internet slang unironically. "Oh my god! Mom, Dad! What the fuck are you doing here!"

Andrew felt an urge to inform his daughter that she was the one trespassing in the bed of other members of the household, and so shouldn't be surprised that her parents might barge in, but something caught Alice's attention. Aidan was still engrossed in his business, still unintelligibly muttering. The room was silent for a moment before a simultaneous "GET OFF YOU DIPSHIT!" and slap to the side of the head finally dislodged the brother's face from the sister's groin. The brother, sprawled across the floor before regaining his footing looked equal parts dumbfounded and annoyed until he looked to the doorway.

Having finally broken his attention to his sister, Ashley decided now was the best time to start rubbing it in, "My my, Aidan dear, did you fuck your little sister today?" Alice audibly gasped, then groaned and then fell off the bed, hiding behind the opposite side.

Wiping his increasingly reddening face with the sleeve of his left arm and covering his pants' tent with his right, Aidan's voice cracked out a "I-I thought you were going to dinner!" Ashley chuckled condescendingly, and the boy awkwardly cleared his throat before continuing. "Why are you back so early? Did Mom do something to get you kicked out again?" Ashley's face dropped, but before she could scold her baby for thinking so lowly of her (regardless of how reasonable such an assumption might have been), Alice interrupted.

"Why is THAT your priority!?" Having finished wiggling her skirt back up her legs, she marched across the room and yanked her older twin's arm. Slamming the door behind her brother, yelling something about being a retard, and the brother responding about it all being her idea, so she was being the real retard. Before the two stormed away and slammed their own separate doors. That didn't go exactly how Andrew wanted, but he wasn't really sure how he wanted it anyway.

The room went quiet for a few moments. Andrew broke the silence first. "Damn, I expected a better counter than that. That internet rubbish is rotting his brain." He said it half serious, half in jest. Andrew was trying to lighten the mood, but he wasn't going to pretend like Aidan led a healthy lifestyle. He couldn't deny he was worried about his son.

His wife picked up on the unironic undertones of his ice-breaker, and her posture stiffened, "Fucking hell, that's your take? Aidan needs to up his comebacks? It's always criticise, criticise with you and that boy!"

Perhaps a bit too defensively, he retorted, "Well maybe if he spent a single day away from that plastic box, I wouldn't have to criticise him so much!"

Ashley huffed and ever so slightly rolled her eyes in response. Maybe he was being a little harsh.

"But... not just that, I suppose. You were also right about them."

"You're damn right." Ashley was beginning to lighten up now, "I am nothing if not the most doting family woman and the most accurate source of information on said family."

The two got settled into bed, not even bothering to change the bedsheets. A mixture of tiredness and not being really all that shaken. And it's not as if the sheets were that soiled either. Dry as a bone, for the most part.

"I do worry that he isn't good at it, though," Ashley muttered.

"Oh, now who's criticising his freestyle insult game?"

"Not that, Andrew!" she snapped a little louder than intended, before reducing her volume. "And besides, it isn't a criticism, just my concerns."

Thinking for a second, her husband came to the same realization she had, and turned his eyes uneasily to his wife. "You mean his bedroom performance?"

"I called out to Aidan, but Alice was the one who responded. Clearly she wasn't into it as much as Aidan if her focus broke first," Ashley paused before smirking with her baggy eyes, her tone shifting, "God knows that you can make the world outside the bed disappear to me when you work your magic."

Trying to ignore just how strange these "concerns" were, Andrew chuckled. "Well, we all have to learn. Our first time, you didn't really know what you were doing either. They'll figure it out."

Ashley looked away.

"What, do you want me to give him advice? 'Hey son, this right here's a dummy's guide to fuggin' your sister!' Jesus Christ, do you even hear what you're saying?"

"Well, I'm not having my baby be a slouch in bed! He is going to please his sister at least as well as you please yours!"

"I..." Andrew couldn't believe he was even indulging his sister by talking to her about this. This was too far, even for Ashley. He should shut this down.

"Oh, get over yourself Andrew, you're HIS dad, you need to teach everything about being a man to him! Everything! Otherwise, can you even call yourself a real father?"

Ooooh. Very sarcastic. A younger Andrew might have risen to that bait. Andy definently would have. "I am VERY much a real father. I didn't need to teach him how to stand up for himself, how to look out for Alice, or how to jerk off. Aidan and her will figure it out together."

"You figured it out by going after floozies, and I would sell my own soul away before seeing Aidan try that shit. Would you let him go after some random hussy?"

Thinking of his history prior to Ashley was always painful, and Andrew couldn't help but agree out of shame for said history, "Well obviously not. I would skin him like a cop if he ever considered it." He did mean that. He had betrayed his sister enough with other girls, and he wouldn't see his son repeat those mistakes.

"And since he has no experience, he won't be able to give Alice what she deserves."

What the fuck even was this conversation? Of course, he would love to help his kids be their best selves for each other, but this? Really?

"Seriously? You ate your parents and knocked up your sister, but teaching your son is beyond you? That's not the Andrew I know."

Well, Andrew supposed that was fair.

Ashley looked back to face her husband, "C'mon, don't you want your daughter to be a satisfied young woman? If they will be as devoted to one another as we are - and they will be, as has been proven tonight - shouldn't she be able to enjoy herself to the fullest? An inexperienced man won't be much fun in bed."

Oh, now this WAS an uncomfortable conversation. But in truth, he was struggling to disagree. When he first expressed his love for Ashley in THAT way, he made sure that Ashley was having the time of her life. Aidan wouldn't be able to do the same. It certainly wasn't the "appropriate" thing to do, but could it be the right one?

"Well, why don't YOU teach Alice how to... y'know? By this logic, we shouldn't leave Aidan stuck with a 'lesser partner' either."

That was his best attempt at a counter-argument.

His wife looked at him diplomatically, a strange face for her. "I would be happy to teach Alice EVERYTHING she needs to know! My baby boy won't be losing out on anything!" She had this all thought out, huh? "I just want to make sure our baby girl doesn't either."

She was being serious wasn't she? "Listen, maybe..." Holy shit, was he about to agree to this? He didn't really know how else to respond.

"Maybe I'll chat to him about the basics tomorrow, alright? Give him, I dunno, an overview or something." An overview of what, Andrew? He already knows the theory from his porn mags and Chinese comic books, all he needs tutoring in is the practica--

Ashley's eyes lit up, that gorgeous pink seemingly brightening. It was enchanting, and always helped send him to sleep.

It also made Andrew almost forget what he just signed up for.